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	1. Chapter 1

**Author's Note: **Hello, everyone. This is the start of a new multichapter story. Those who've read my other stories will know I am a CS-shiper and although there will be elements of that, this will head away from romance. Just a warning so no one gets into this on false assumptions.

Without further ado...Imagine a universe where Zelena just died when Rumple stabbed her, no cloud of magic, no time portal, no Elsa, and no kiss outside Granny's, and that dear readers is where we start this tale. On a cold and misty night a couple of weeks after the naming party for baby Neal.

I really hope you all enjoy reading it.

**Disclaimer: **I own nothing from Once Upon a Time, I am only using their ideas and then messing them up.

…..

Prologue

His Mom and Robin had finally gone to sleep, or at least it was quiet on her side of the house. Henry crept out of bed and tip toed to his window. With a soft click he opened it and leaned out to stare across the town. He felt a surge of memories as he watched the hands of the tower clock click around, finally having a moment of peace to really enjoy being home.

He used to sit in this window and wish for his life to change, for his monotonous loneliness to be over and then everything _had_ changed. Miss Blanchard had given him a magical book and he'd learned the truth about the town, found his birth mother, broken the curse, saved his grandparents, helped his other mother find her ability to love again and then things had really changed.

His mind skated over losing Emma to the Enchanted Forest, to the relief when she and his Grandma came back before getting snagged on getting taken to Neverland and his foolishness falling for Pan's tricks. He wanted to be a hero just like the rest of his family but all he'd done was cause more pain.

His eyes drifted up to look at the stars hanging above the town. Hook had taught him a few constellations, and he found them easily, the pirate's lesson proving to be more effective than he'd given him credit for at the time. Had his father really learned from the same words or had it all be a story to make Henry feel better? He didn't think so. He'd got to know Captain Hook and he'd always treated him fairly and his Mom obviously trusted him a lot, not that she'd admit it out loud.

At least Emma had let go of her panicked ideas about running back to New York. She'd literally run from his uncle's naming celebration rather than talk to them about it and once Hook had convinced her to come back there'd been a very heated conversation where Regina's accusations of kidnap and Snow's watery eyes had just made everything worse. Henry had finally gotten her to promise to wait for things to settle down and see how she felt after a few days, a deal she obviously thought would go her way, expecting the next crisis to appear within hours, but nothing world threatening happened and with gentle encouragement from her family and friends Emma had finally admitted that Storybrooke could be her true home.

Henry let out a sigh and slumped down against the wood window frame. He should be happy, it felt like his family was always growing and he no longer had to worry that no one really cared about him, he was surrounded by love. Everyone was finally living their happy endings...and yet.

His eyes searched the heavens fixing on a single point before he closed his eyes.

…..

Chapter One

KILL ONE PN

Emma and Charming both stood in front of the vandalised brick wall reading and re-reading the crudely written bright green words.

"You know," David said, "This is actually kinda nice. Just some honest graffiti. It was probably one of the lost boys feeling bored. Although it isn't exactly a teenager's initials in a heart."

Emma hid her smirk at how naive her father was being. Although she had seen _Chris + Goldi 4eva _carved on the docks the other day.

"So what's a PN?" She asked. "And why should we kill one?"

"No idea," he replied. "When we find who did this we'll ask them."

"That's confident," Emma said, "Unless we happen to walk up and catch them in the act these sorts of crimes hardly ever get punished."

"That's big city talk, this is Storybrooke and the Charmings always find their man," David scoffed, earning a laugh from his daughter.

"Please don't tell me you've had that printed on T-shirts." She ignored the look of inspiration that crossed her father's face at the idea and turned to look at the opposite shop fronts. "Actually," she said noticing the security camera pointing at them. "I should probably know better than to doubt you when it comes to finding people." David beamed at her.

"I'll call Leroy to come clean this off," he said, waving at the wall as he slung his arm over her shoulder.

...

"But why do we need T-shirts?" Mary Margaret asked. Emma and David had had a wonderfully uneventful rest of the day, the only real work being applying to get the CCTV footage, and were back home with plenty of time for dinner and the station phone on redirect.

"It's not about _needing _them," David replied. "But -"

A knock at the door interrupted what was sure to have been a prize argument. Emma hopped down from the counter stool, throwing her mother a supportive look of exasperation and opened the door to find herself face to face with a smirking pirate.

She swallowed nervously at his sudden appearance so close to her and then cursed herself when he spotted her reaction and grinned. Dammit, she'd never denied he was hot and all this crossing realms to find her business had forced her to admit he had more depth to offer her than just his swagger and flirting, but she wasn't ready for him to know that.

"Relax Swan," Hook said, his voice a new mix of fondness and gentle teasing that did things to her heart rate. "I'm not here for you." The _this time _was more than implicit in his bright blue eyes and Emma found herself mentally scrambling to come up with something clever to say to diffuse the moment.

"Ah, Hook. There you are," David called from behind her. Hook gave Emma a wink as he slinked past her to enter the loft, moving just a hair too close to be considered polite. David pulled a small barrel from under the kitchen counter. "Water from the spring of Neverland," he announced. As he spoke Hook's attitude completely changed, his body going stiff as he frowned at the barrel.

"Is that all of it?" he asked.

"Yes all that's left," David replied, also frowning now. Hook had sounded like he hadn't expected there to be any water left when he'd asked about it earlier. Why was he upset to see there was keg full? "I tried to use as little as possible, until Gold… you know." He shared a worried look with Snow and Emma.

"And you're just giving it _all_ to me? Are you mad?" Hook demanded.

"What?" David asked, now completely confused by the pirate's anger.

"This water will heal any illness, buy possibly precious time to get a cure for what ails anyone and you're just handing it all over?" Hook asked exasperated.

"It's not like you're some stranger off the street," David replied defensively.

"But you would wouldn't you?" Hook asked. "If their story was pitiable enough? You know what? Don't answer. I don't need all of it just a sample." He pulled a small stoppered bottle from his pocket and handed it to David. "And for God's sake find a place to hide it properly after I'm gone."

David snorted at the ridiculousness of being chastised by a pirate, but appreciated how he spoke from a place of concern for his family. Before they'd gone to Neverland together David would have bet good money against Hook having any sort of feelings beyond his own hollow revenge. How times change. He dipped the bottle into the water, collecting a few drops before handing it back and closing the barrel.

"What do you need it for anyway?" He asked. "Worried about turning grey now you're back in the real world?" Hook gave him a sarcastic smile but Emma's curious gaze caught his eye and he shifted uncomfortably under the scrutiny.

"No," he said, carefully choosing his words, before facing Emma properly. "I promised not to keep secrets from you anymore love, not after the debacle with Zelena. So, in the name of full disclosure, I've been feeling... off."

"Off? What do you mean off?" Emma asked stepping closer and her eyes running over him looking for any signs of illness.

Hook couldn't help but smile at the worry directed at him from the Saviour's face. She'd brought him back from the brink of death, sacrificing her own magic in the process and Hook had hoped it finally signalled that Emma did think of him as a man worthy of her affection. However, if anything, she'd been actively avoiding him since. He had worried that he had put more emotion into the whole event than she had, that she would have done the same for anyone and just didn't know how to let him down easy, but if she was looking at him which such concern there must be some feeling behind it. Mustn't there?

"I don't believe it's anything to worry about per se," he said still smiling. "It started a couple nights ago as a slight twinge but now it's becoming distracting, which is a danger in this town."

"You think the water will cure it?" Emma asked, her eyes still roaming over him looking for a clue to the problem and not liking the vagueness of his answer.

"Actually the water is for Tinker Bell, she has an idea to test a hypothesis I have."

"Hypothesis?" Emma asked, starting to lose her patience.

"Aye love, I think what I'm feeling is... Neverland dying." They all stared at him in surprise and he continued without giving them a chance to cut in. "During the year we spent back in the Enchanted Forest I noticed the Neverland star, the second star to the right, was fading. The other stars have all remained as bright so I can only surmise that now Pan is gone and children's dreams no longer take them there, that Neverland itself is fading. Tinker Bell says she has a way to magically confirm that that cursed island is in its last throws and for that she needs a piece of Neverland itself, hence the water."

They were all shocked. They'd been told over and over that Pan controlled Neverland but the consequences of his leaving never occurred to them. Emma was now officially worried, and it must have shown on her face as Hook hurried to explain further.

"I'm pretty sure I won't suddenly turn to dust," he reassured her. "But I did exist there for centuries, drinking the water and eating the food, maybe the place left a mark within me. Tink will let us know if I'm just blowing hot air. As your father pointed out maybe I've just forgotten how it feels to grow old." Emma didn't feel reassured but returned his fake smile with one of her own.

...

**Author's Note: **I hope you enjoyed this introduction. Please let me know what you thought in a review.


	2. Chapter 2

...

Chapter two

A good night's rest had not helped Emma shake her anxiety. Hook was a big boy he didn't need her fussing over him. He'd lived for centuries, as a pirate, he'd be fine. I mean she did just bring him back to life, but he wouldn't have been in Zelena's cross-hairs if he hadn't been with her. Helping her that is. What could she do anyway? Drag him to Whale for a proper check up? She should drag him to Whale.

"Mom!"

"What?" she looked across their usual table at Granny's to see Henry frowning at her. "Sorry Henry," she apologised noticing he'd finished his waffles while she had barely touched her pancakes. Her son gave her a calculating look.

"It's OK to worry about him Mom," he said. Emma immediately felt her walls slam down and she sat back in the booth as if the extra half a foot of air would prevent her from having this conversation. "Grandma told me all about it," Henry explained. Emma rolled her eyes, her mother had a real problem.

"I'm not worrying about anyone," she said resolutely.

"Really Mom," Henry continued, disbelief colouring his voice. "I like him, he's fun and he doesn't talk to me like I'm-"

"Eleven?" Emma cut in.

"And he loves you," Henry finished. Emma wished she could push the booth further away but she was caught in Henry's gaze and his calm matter of fact-ness dissolved her impulse to run.

Of course Hook chose that moment to enter the diner. The sweep of his black coat and flash of his hook making an otherwise normal entrance into something dramatic. His eyes immediately found hers and she felt a strange warmth in her chest respond to how his face lit up as he smiled at her. Then he took a step towards her and suddenly all her insecurity and worries escaped.

Even from across the room he could read her and he halted his approach, choosing not to crowd her for once. His eyes flicked to Henry giving the boy a nod hello and returned to Emma for a final lingering moment before he turned to the counter to order a coffee. Managing not to sag in relief, Emma turned back to her food only to be met by her son's pointed glare.

"Awkward," he said flatly.

Emma gave him a tight frown and shovelled pancake in to her face. Without thinking her eyes drifted back over to the Captain leaning against the counter, all long legs and black leather. This was actually a rare opportunity to analyse her feelings with some breathing space. After everything she really couldn't deny she did have _some_ feelings for him. She trusted him more than she ever expected and he had an ability to make her feel stronger, no matter the odds, and let's face it, he was hot. _And he loves you. _But would that be enough?

As she watched he pulled the small vial of Neverland water from his pocket and studied it for a moment before it disappeared back into the depths of his coat.

She felt her anxiety curl in her stomach and send any positive thoughts running. She didn't need to risk her heart. Her life was already so bizarrely full compared to when she'd first driven into town. She had a son, she had her parents, she had a new job with huge responsibility and she lived in a town of fairy tales and was in fact a magical princess herself. That was more than enough to focus on for now.

The bell above the door merrily announced Happy and Leroy arriving for their breakfast. They marched over to the counter hopping onto the stools next to Hook. Leroy gave him a strong dose of stink eye before signalling the chef in the kitchen to sort out their usual.

Happy in contrast, seemed to be in a brighter mood than usual and practically shouted his good morning to Granny and Hook.

"What's put you in such a strong mood?" Hook asked. "Or are you just keen for none of us forget your name?"

"I found a watch," Happy declared merrily before Leroy could jump in in defence of his brother. "Right on the road outside the diner."

"It'll be cursed," Leroy grumbled.

"You're just sore you didn't see it before me," Happy replied and held up his wrist displaying a large and heavy looking gold watch. It strangely looked more like a smallish pocket watch that had been attached to a short chain than a normal wrist watch. Hook leaned forward to study it as Granny placed his coffee in a to go cup on the counter next to him.

"That is a lovely watch Mate, gold is it?" The pirate asked his accent coarsening as he leaned closer. The diner door suddenly flew open with a bang, the room all jumping in surprise. A startled David stood in the doorway his hand still outstretched.

"Sorry," he apologised to the room. "Wind must have caught it." Embarrassed he made to walk across to Emma and Henry.

"Get off my brother!" Leroy shouted.

A cruel curved glint of sharp silver around Happy's wrist was keeping him in place, a terrified expression on his face, as Hook leaned back calmly pulling a pistol from his waistband.

"I don't normally repeat my orders Mate," Hook growled. "Give me the watch. I won't tell you again." The pistol levelled itself between Happy's eyes.

What the hell? Emma thought, scrambling out of the booth as David moved to intervene. Leroy made a grab for his brother but Hook twisted his namesake and Happy was dragged off his stool and in front of the pirate, who jerked him up by the wrist to stand between him and the sheriffs.

"What the hell?" Emma demanded, voicing the phrase that was repeating itself in her head. Hook looked over Happy's whimpering head, his face looked honestly surprised by her presence. His eyes did a slow up and down that had her clenching her jaw before the mocking flirtatious smile she hadn't seen since the beanstalk appeared on her face.

"Now now beautiful," he purred, looking almost apologetic. "No need to involve yourself. We're just having a little talk about some business." Emma balked at his blatant lie. He really expected her to walk away?

"Sorry _Mate-" _David started to say his hand moving towards the gun at his hip. Before his hand was halfway there the bang of Hook's pistol had sent everyone ducking and screaming as the window behind the prince shattered into a thousand pieces. Emma and David barely had time to jump back to their feet before Hook had shoved Happy into Leroy sending them both crashing to the ground. He lifted his leg and gave the table in front of him a solid kick sending it careening into David as panicked diners dove away, knocking over chairs and bumping into each other in an effort to escape the mad pirate.

Somehow Hook's chuckle of true enjoyment made it through the din and into Emma's ears as she dodged around escaping Storybrooke citizens. He had a wide grin on his face, revelling in the chaos he'd created. Happy and Leroy just managed to disentangle themselves from each other when he grabbed poor Happy by the collar and yanked him upright.

"Now," Hook said. "This has been a lot of exercise over one watch, but greater power than you has demanded it and so I must relieve you of it." Without further preamble Hook raised his namesake in a swing meant to tear the watch from poor Happy's wrist and probably half of the skin and flesh under it as well.

"No!" Emma yelled.

The bell over the door jingled and they all looked around to see Doc walking in and freezing in shock at the chaos in the diner.

"Is that my coffee?" Hook asked Granny, turning away from Happy and pointing at the cup still sitting on the counter. The dwarf back peddled into the safety of his brother and watched in amazement as Hook calmly went back to leaning on the counter. The old woman nodded, her crossbow held firmly in her hands where she had raised it during the ruckus.

"Thanks," Hook said smiling sincerely and picked it up glancing at the weapon in her hand. He was about to take a sip when he paused. "Did I pay for it yet? I can't seem to recall," he asked. Granny frowned and shook her head. Killian dug in his pocket and pulled out a gold doubloon, dropping it on to the counter when Granny didn't move to take it from him. With a shrug at her odd behaviour he finally turned and started at the scene of carnage around him.

"What the hell happened here?" he asked. Everyone began talking at once but it was Leroy's voice that broke through noise.

"You happened here pirate!" he shouted.

"What the devil does that mean?" Hook demanded.

"You tried to steal Happy's watch," Leroy ranted grabbing his brother's arm and waving it at the pirate. Hook squinted at the watch on his wrist.

"That is a lovely watch Mate, gold is it? But I didn't try to steal it." Emma stepped forward seeing that Hook was getting angry.

"Killian," she said gently, "You just destroyed half the place trying to get it." She nodded at the wrecked diner. Hook frowned at her and shook her hand off his arm.

"I think I would remember.…" His voice faded as a look of confusion passed over his face. "Let me see that watch again?" Happy wrenched the thing from his wrist and practically threw it at Emma. She held it up for him.

"I do remember," Hook muttered. "But not from moments ago, from nearly a lifetime before. Pan got it in his head that he needed some enchanted time piece and we were to collect it. But the only information he had was that it was gold. So we just stole every gold clock we came across."

"Did you find the right one?" David asked, carefully stepping over furniture to reach them.

"No idea mate, Pan just told us to stop bothering one day. That watch is a lot like one I took off a knight in a tavern though."

"Is that where you thought you were just now? That tavern years ago?" Emma asked.

"I have no recollection of being anywhere but here waiting for my coffee just now," he replied frustrated.

"It was like you forgot us all," Henry called over as he climbed out from under the booth table.

"You attacked us. You said someone had demanded the watch." Emma hadn't meant to sound accusing but Hook flinched at her words and his worried gaze checked them all for injuries before sweeping over the destroyed diner and returning to the watch dangling from her hand. He reached out to take it and the second he touched it it vanished from his grip into thin air.

"Bloody hell," Hook whispered staring at his empty hand. "What is this?"

"Something to do with Neverland?" David suggested.

"Being Captain Hook isn't enough?" Grumpy asked, earning a look from everyone present.

"You think this has something to do with the star?" Hook asked quietly. His hand slipped into his pocket and the cool surface of the vial met his fingers reassuringly.

"When you got the watch from the knight before, what did you do after?" Henry asked.

"I took it to Pan, to Neverland," came the grim reply.

…..

"A man's mind is his last refuge Swan, but I fear mine is no longer to be trusted," Hook said morosely.

"Come on," Emma tried. "We don't know what's going on yet. David'll get Tinker bell and she can tell us if Neverland is really... fading or whatever and if that's causing all this stuff."

Hook just hummed, unconvinced, as they trudged into the sheriff's station. She lifted her hand to comfort him but couldn't force herself to actually touch him, her hand floating uselessly inches from his arm. As they entered the main office Hook walked straight over to the cells and stood beside the door looking at her expectantly.

"What?" Emma asked as she moved to her office, "It's bound to be a little while. Just sit down."

"Aren't you going to lock me up Swan?"

"I wasn't going to. Why? You _want_ me to put you in the cells?"

"It might be safer for all."

"Oh stop it. You didn't actually hurt anyone," she dismissed. "This'll all be a big, I dunno, magical thing and it'll get sorted like always." His face was answer enough to that lame declaration and Emma felt herself blush. He leaned against the bars stubbornly refusing to move to the more comfortable bench by the window.

She rolled her eyes at him and started organising some paperwork on her desk. A few minutes of peace and quiet floated by but then Emma was distracted by a quiet noise right on the edge of her hearing. Frowning she looked around. Hook was still leaning on the cells his face turned down to his hand, the vial of water rolling back and forth between his fingers. There was nothing else out of the ordinary. The sound niggled her again and she gave up trying to work and walked out to the main office.

"You hear that?" She asked, but Hook didn't seem to hear her. She could just make out a voice now. Was that a child crying outside?

"Never say never in Neverland," Hook mumbled. Emma frowned at him.

"Hook?"

"Captain Hook of Neverland," he said in a lifeless monotone to the floor. Emma's eyes widened in alarm and she rushed to his side.

"Killian?" Hook reacted immediately, his eyes brightening as he smiled up at her, relief causing her to mirror his happy expression.

"You have no idea how long it's been since I've heard my name spoken softly like that," he said. Emma blinked at him.

"You were talking about Neverland," she said, trying to deflect their conversation and ignore how her heart sped up under his steady gaze. He must have hoped for some other reaction because the light faded from his eyes even though he kept up his smile.

"I find it invading my thoughts more and more," he admitted, wearily rubbing his face. "I could swear I could smell that jungle before you called my name."

"Damp leaves and sweat?" she asked, hiding the now familiar twist of worry as she suddenly recognised the crying sounds. The cries of the Lost Boys, just like she'd heard in the Neverland jungle. What was happening?

"Neverland wasn't always as you saw it Swan. The sun used to rise for one," he replied.

"That certainly would have helped," she agreed. "Why did Pan stop it?"

"I'm not altogether sure than he did," Hook answered his eyes dropping back to the vial in his hand.

"Hook? Killian?" Emma prompted when he didn't continue. Hook jumped and gave her an embarrassed smile.

"Apologies lass, drifted off again," he said. "What was I saying? Ah the endless night. It's a strange change many of the realms were going through."

"How do you mean?" Emma asked as she leaned against the cell next to him, their shoulders almost touching.

"I visited a few realms while in Pan's service, as the decades went on some of them grew darker. Not necessarily as literally as Neverland but still, change. Though the ship's cook had an interesting theory."

"What was that?" Emma asked, trying to keep him engaged in the conversation.

"Hmmm? Oh, he felt the truth of it was actually the opposite. That the realms were not changing enough, stagnating if you will. Much like a pond with no life."

"Why would they change?" Emma asked frowning.

"Look at this realm in which you grew up Swan. Can you really say it's the same as when you were a child?"

"I don't think it's changed that much," she frowned. Hook scoffed and nodded at the desks in front of them and then towards her pocket.

"So those talking phones of yours, the magic boxes and your brightly painted horseless carriage? Always been around have they?"

"No, although the bug is older than me, but I see your point," Emma relented.

"In two hundred years the Enchanted Forest never moved beyond wooden carts and broad swords," Hook elaborated ruefully.

"You have a pistol," she pointed out.

"Stole it from a chap in this realm some time in the late eighteen hundreds, I think we were in a town called London," he said grinning at her. "Have a devil of a time finding shot for it nowadays." She rolled her eyes at him refusing to rise to his bait. He chuckled lightly to himself. "The Enchanted Forest, Camelot, Oz, even Wonderland, the people come and go but the life they all lead never changes."

His face had become thoughtful as he gazed out the station windows, the lines of his profile smoothing out, highlighting his cheeks and crystal blue eyes. She hadn't realised she'd been leaning towards him until he turned back to her and their faces were barely inches apart. Emma felt her lips open a fraction as she pulled in a breath and Killian's eyes flicked down catching the movement before returning to meet her gaze. Emma felt frozen in time. Then she came to her senses.

Everyone she'd ever been with was dead. Now she'd kissed Hook all of twice, one of which was more resuscitation than a kiss, and he was feeling _off_ and having possible psychotic episodes. She was a curse more than a saviour.

She turned away, shifting her stance so her body tilted away from him, her shoulder like a barrier between them. She felt more than heard him sigh next to her and bit her lip to stop from turning back to look at him. See knew what she'd see anyway. The same longing look he'd been giving her since they got back from Neverland.

Neverland. Would they ever be free of it? That nightmare place had changed everything. Before going there she'd have expected him to have been proud of starting a fight in Granny's. Not this regret and fear he was giving off now.

"Like you can talk about change," she said, forcing lightness into her voice. She pushed away from the cells putting more physical space between them.

"What do mean by that?" Hook asked. She stopped and gave him a very pointed look at his black outfit. The only one she'd ever seen him wearing.

"Ah but Swan I was hoping to see you dressed of your home realm to match," Hook said with exaggerated wistfulness, his eyes regaining their mischief. Back to his usual self then, she thought smiling.

"Poufy skirts and corsets? In your dreams," she threw over her shoulder.

"Every night Swan, I assure you," she heard him call after her and she allowed her smile to grow a little wider. He couldn't see her enjoying his flirting with her back turned to him. However, that also meant she couldn't see him, so she completely missed how his eyes went dead before he robotically flicked open the vial and drank the contents.

...

**Author's Note: **I haven't seen Once upon a time in Wonderland and I can't find a way to watch it but I think I saw a clip when Alice mentioned things had changed and become darker there to the Cheshire Cat? Anyway this is just a theory of mine, I hope it wasn't too boring to read.

Thanks for the favourites and follows so far. Please leave me a review and let me know how I'm doing.
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Chapter three

David had jogged halfway to the convent before he suddenly realised that he didn't actually know if that's where Tinker bell lived. He'd just assumed because she was a fairy, but now he thought about it the slightly bitter bohemian woman he'd met didn't strike him as someone who would enjoy life as a nun.

He stopped and pulled out his phone, dialing Emma while trying to think of the least embarrassing way to ask Hook for the fairy's location. He spun on the spot as he waited for the phone to connect and frowned as he realised he'd stopped by the graffiti marked wall. He thought Grumpy had said he'd cleaned it off? David squinted at the messy writing.

KILL ONES PN

He didn't remember the bad spelling. Had someone added another letter? Just as the phone started ringing in his ear he saw the Blue Fairy walking towards him. He hung up quickly, thanking his lucky star and waved the Mother Superior over.

"Yes, your Highness?" she asked politely although she seemed distracted.

"Sorry to bother you Mother Superior any chance you could tell me where to find Tinker Bell?" he asked. The chief fairy stared at him in shock.

"Why exactly are you looking for Tinker Bell sheriff?" she asked.

"Well," David replied starting to feel nervous under her glare. "Something strange happened to Hook today, and after all his worrying about Neverland we were hoping she could do her test now at the station."

"What worries about Neverland and what test?" she demanded stepping forward almost threateningly.

"Whoa, Hook said he could feel Neverland dying and Tink asked him to get some water from the spring of Neverland so she could run a test on it and see if he was right," David hurriedly replied. "Then today he had some kind of episode at Granny's, he thought he still worked for Pan."

"He attempted to return to Neverland?" Mother Superior asked. David's eyebrows disappeared into his hairline in surprise.

"He didn't quite get that far but we think that might have been what was supposed to happen," he admitted. The blue fairy frowned deeply. "Mother do you know something?" he asked, his suspicions rising.

"No, well, I don't know," she replied sounding frustrated. "Tinker Bell has also been behaving oddly."

"Oddly how?" he asked, mimicking her threatening tone from earlier. Blue shook her head and sighed.

"I don't know, I can't explain it. She started talking about Neverland all the time, about going there and she became even more absent and wilful than usual. Then this morning…" she sighed again. "This morning Iridesa said she'd stopped talking, completely, which I _thought_ was a good thing but now we can't find her."

"What do you mean you can't find her?"

"How many things can that mean?" the usually poised and unflappable woman asked. "We are all running around town looking for her but we don't know where she is."

"Grandpa?"

David looked around and saw Henry and Regina walking up to them, matching expressions of curious concern on their faces.

"Henry filled me in on this morning," Regina said in clipped tones. "When exactly were you going to inform me the pirate was going mad."

"Mom that's not what I said," Henry complained. "Is Killian OK?" He asked. David gave him a reassuring smile that he was sure was less than convincing.

"We're not sure yet. We were just about to look for Tinker Bell," he replied gesturing to Blue who had turned her frown away from them and towards the graffiti on the wall.

"The fairy is missing too?" Regina asked, putting two and two together and coming up with problem. David looked to Blue to explain but the fairy ignored them, still focused on the wall. "What? The new misdemeanour crime wave hitting our town more worrying than Tink disappearing?" Regina demanded.

"There is something here," she muttered. "It is trying to reveal itself." She twirled her hand and her wand appeared, which she proceeded to use like a stick, prodding the air in front of the writing. "This magic... it seems familiar and yet different…it's almost like Neverland magic." The hairs stood up on the back of everyone's necks as they waited for Blue to continue but she just continued to frown at the wall.

"Enough," Regina snapped, her patience disappearing. She could never stand the condescending fairy, absolutely certain she was always holding back information. "If Neverland wants to reveal itself, let's see what it has to say."

Blue just moved out of the way in time as Regina sent a blast of bright magic flying at the wall. It smashed into the surface and froze like a cloud of light before it sank into the brick and additional letters slowly revealed themselves.

KILLIAN JONES PPNF.

"Of course it says his name," Charming said with a sigh.

"But what does PPNF mean?" Blue asked.

"Ta ta for now?" David tried.

"What? That's TTFN," Regina corrected full of exasperation.

"Peter Pan never fails." Henry's voice was so quiet they almost thought they'd imagined it.

What they definitely didn't imagine was the answering reverberating screech that echoed down at them from the sky. Blue let out a cry and threw up her hands as Pan's shadow came soaring down at her, veering away at the last moment and bobbing in front of the writing on the wall. It's gleaming eyes studied them all as it hung there.

"How is that back?" David hissed moving to stand with Regina in front of Henry. "Tinker Bell destroyed it."

"It's a being of magic," Blue replied. "No magic can be completely destroyed." David groaned, nice of her to mention that before.

"The magic that gives the shadow power is Neverland magic," Blue continued. "The magic of imagination and belief. For a moment we all believed Pan was back and so …" The shadow screamed forward again and they scattered, dodging its dives before it soared back up into the sky and they lost track of it against the clouds.

"What are you saying?" Regina demanded. "Just because someone wrote his catch phrase on a wall we accidentally brought it back to life?" Blue didn't answer turning a calculating gaze on Henry for a long moment before she shrugged. Regina growled and stomped past the fairy, dismissing her as useless.

"We should get back to Hook and Emma," David said, still trying to search the sky as he herded the group back to the station.

….

Emma couldn't believe it. Hook had left. After all of his worrying and complaining he'd waited until she was distracted and then snuck out of the sheriff's station. Well he got what he wanted, she was definitely locking him in the cells now.

"Emma!"

Regina, David, Henry and the Blue Fairy were jogging down the street towards her.

"Where's Hook?"

"Where's Tinker bell?"

David and Emma's questions overlapped as they reached each other.

"She's missing, the fairies are all out looking for her," David answered first.

"Hook snuck out of the station," Emma explained.

"Snuck out? What were _you_ doing?" Regina asked.

"He wasn't under arrest," Emma replied sharply, but couldn't offer any further explanation and her guilt showed plainly on her face. David gave her shoulder a supportive squeeze.

"We'll find him," he said. "But I'm afraid we've got more bad news. We just saw Pan's shadow."

"Pan's shadow?" Emma asked not sure she'd heard him right. "I thought you said it was destroyed."

"Apparently not completely," David sighed.

"Emma! Charming!"

"What now?" Emma gasped as Leroy and Sneezy came running around the corner.

"It happened again," Leroy exclaimed, Clarke leaning against his thighs trying to catch his breath. "You need to put those pirates in their place."

"Hook? Where is he? What happened?" Emma demanded.

"Not Hook...other pirates from his old crew...raided the pharmacy," Sneezy explained still trying to pull air back into his lungs.

"What did they take?" David asked.

"Phew, nothing controlled," Sneezy said finally standing straight. "Mainly non-prescription medication, aspirin, anti-histamines, toothpaste. Stuff like that."

"Toothpaste?" Regina asked.

"Yeah, and a lot of it. Cleared out my shelves. I wanted to stop them but they had guns and swords."

"No, no, it's fine, they would have hurt you if you'd tried something," David reassured him.

"They're stocking up," Henry said desperately. "For a journey."

Without waiting to see if they followed her Emma turned and ran for the docks.

…..

They saw the tall masts and bright white sails of the Jolly Roger jutting up above the dockside buildings before they left the main street and were able to head straight to the correct dock. Turning the last corner Emma saw the mooring lines being thrown back to waiting crew on the deck and put on an extra burst of speed, her father's heavy footfalls hitting wood boards next to her. She was so close she could recognise Smee relaying orders on the quarterdeck. She stumbled as her foot caught on a broken board, her eyes barely tearing away from the ship as it started to move away. She was nearly there. One of the mooring lines was hanging free against the side of the hull, if she could just reach it she could pull herself on board.

Without warning the shadow fell from above them and David grabbed her arm yanking her down onto the rough wood of the dock. She felt splinters tear into her palms and twisted her head around to keep the shadow in sight as it floated between them and the Jolly Roger. Its message was perfectly clear. No one was stopping the ship from leaving. Emma shouted in frustration and the shadow did a mocking loop the loop, it's eyes sparking like burning coals.

"Henry! No!" Regina's voice echoed from the far end of the dock behind them and Emma looked around frantically just in time to see her son leap off the edge of the dock. Her heart lodged in her throat expecting to hear the thump and splash of him hitting the ship and then the water but incredibly he caught the hanging rope and after only a minor struggle started pulling himself up towards the deck railing.

"We've got to keep the shadow occupied," Emma declared as she pulled David up, the rest of the group finally joining them. Obediently they all started hollering and running around the dock, the shadow responding and thankfully not noticing the boy clambering up the ship's hull.

Emma paused as Henry tumbled over the rail and disappeared onto the deck. Her eyes fixed onto the brightly painted wood waiting to see him stand up again. Something nagged her about the ship. Something was wrong or out of place, but she couldn't quite put her finger on it. She tried to remember the Jolly from the last time she'd seen it. When was that?

"What was he thinking?" Regina growled next to her. Emma's train of thought fizzled as her worry for her son took over.

"He's trying to save his friend," Emma replied, defending Henry even as she wondered how exactly he was going to accomplish that.

A loud tinkling jingle drew their attention up towards the sails where a bright ball of light with soft edges was bobbing around the white sheets and rigging. A cloud passed over the sun and in the changing light they could just make out a faint sparkling trail floating down behind the light and dusting the ship's sails.

"No, Green," Blue exclaimed horrified. "Get down here now!" The light bounced towards them, the jingling becoming louder and somehow sounding irritated before returning to sprinkling the Jolly Roger.

"I thought you can't get small in Storybrooke?" Emma asked.

"We can't," the head fairy bit out.

"Then?" Emma gestured at Tinker Bell but Blue didn't bother to answer the non-question.

"You know that noise she's making and the light? It's just like how she's shown in the movie," David noted.

"Don't say that." Blue's voice was sharp enough to draw blood. The shock on David's face was enough to calm her immediately. "Sorry," she said regretfully. "I just don't understand what is happening and it's... " she seemed to be lost for words.

"Terrifying," David filled in. Blue nodded her lips a tight line. A look of steel determination came over her face and she raised her wand, aiming at the dancing ball of light. She made a sharp jerk, like she was reeling in a fish, yanking the wand back over her head the ball of light flying towards them with it. David just had time to widen his stance as a fully sized Tinker Bell crashed into him and slumped unconscious in his arms.

"Don't worry Green," Blue murmured stroking her hair. "He shan't have you again."

….

Henry fell onto the deck with very little grace and lay still for a moment trying to catch his breath and let the burn in his muscles fade. Fortunately the pirates all seemed far too busy getting the Jolly underway to pay him any notice. In fact no one had responded to his arrival at all. It was like he was invisible.

"Steady Starkey, watch the port side. Mr Mullins get those lines tied down!"

"Aye Captain," came the answering cries.

Henry pulled himself to his feet and climbed the stairs to the aft deck, dodging the busy crew as they continued to ignore him. Hook was standing at the far rail peering through a spyglass that was pointed away from the horizon and up towards the evening sky. The wind blew through his hair and sent his long coat flapping open behind him, the flashes of dark material mixing with the glinting brass and steel of Hook's duel pistols and sword slung around his waist. Henry gaped at the sight of him, having been in the cabin and then Pandora's box he'd never truly seen Hook in his element before. The tall, dark clad pirate captain barking orders and glaring at inattentive crew was certainly impressive and more than a bit intimidating.

"Two notches to starboard Starkey, don't let her drift," he bellowed knocking Henry from his stupor.

"Hook," he called out as he ran to the Captain's side, but just like the rest of his crew Hook couldn't seem to hear or see him. Henry yanked on his coat sleeve shaking him around, but all Hook did was frown and collapse his spy glass, dropping it into his inner pocket.

Henry's hand fell to his side as Hook walked away to stand next to the man at the wheel. He started to panic. The wind was getting stronger and the sails were bulging as they carried the Jolly Roger further from the shore. What was he going to do? He had to get them to turn back somehow. He watched Hook nudge the helm pointing the prow towards the open water, the pirate in charge of the wheel only had a light grip, maybe Henry could just grab it and spin the ship and round himself?

He'd made it to within a foot of the wheel when a deafening shriek sounded right by his head and the shadow swooped past. Henry hit the deck covering his head tightly, his nerves jangling, but the pirates barely acknowledged the spirit, giving it a passing glance as it screamed past. Risking a look up Henry saw the shadow do a looping survey of the Jolly's deck, its cruel bright eyes fixing onto him as it passed over. As he stared back at the faceless form he got the strangest impression that it was smiling in pleasure. He opened his mouth to shout a warning to Hook but his voice disappeared behind the shadow's shriek as it soared straight for the mainsail, exploding into an inky stain that spread to fill the material just as it caught the wind and the Jolly Roger lifted from the waves.

"Henry?"

Henry had never been happier to hear the Captain's voice. Hook was frowning down at him looking confused.

"What are you doing lying on the deck?" Hook asked sounding like he'd just woken up from a deep sleep.

"We have to get out of here, the shadow is taking us back to Neverland," Henry exclaimed scrambling up and grabbing Hook's sleeve dragging him towards the railing facing the shore. His family were still standing on the quickly receding docks waving their arms at him frantically.

"Bloody hell," Hook muttered sounding more awake as he took in the scene. His eyes searched around the ship for a moment, resting on his crew and the back sail before dropping to the ocean below them. "We have to jump lad. Up on the rail now," he said urgently, helping Henry stand on top of the narrow beam. "Keep your eyes fixed on your mothers and focus on being back with them," Hook commanded. Henry did as ordered, Hook's grip reassuringly tight on his arm. He felt Hook move but was confused when the Captain didn't climb on the rail with him. Glancing over he just caught him signalling something to the group on the docks before the grip turned into a push and Henry was falling. The image of dark water rushing up to meet him filled his vision before he was engulfed by purple clouds and found himself standing shakily on the wood of the dock.

"Henry, don't you ever do anything like that again," Regina exclaimed as she grabbed him by the shoulders.

"Why didn't you get Hook too?" he shouted back. He turned away from his mother in frustration and was forced to watch impotently as the Jolly Roger flew in a great arc higher and higher until it was just a dark spot against the sky.

Emma moved to stand next to him and he nearly shouted at her too, but the look on her face had him gently reaching out and interlocking their hands together instead.

As they squinted, trying to keep the flying ship in sight for as long as possible, they were startled by a green flash of light that shot into the sky like an emerald spear, leaving behind a bright flare that resolved into a twinkling star. The group of heroes stared with growing dread as the Neverland star shone down on them and across all the other world's.

...

**Authors Note: **Thank you for reading. I hope this answered some questions and asked a few more. Please leave a review and let me know.
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Chapter four

KILL ONE PN

Emma watched the words bubble onto the surface of the wall like a mold, not a living soul in sight. She clicked a button and the scene jumped back to the beginning and a few seconds later the words appeared again. She clicked the button again. The disc with the security footage had been sat in the station's mail when she'd arrived with Hook earlier but she'd just tossed it on to her desk to look at later. If she'd just done her damn job and watched the footage she'd have realised the writing was magic. And then what Emma? She scolded herself. What difference would it have made really?

_KILLIAN JONES PPNF_

Would she have realised it was a message for him? Maybe, maybe not, but the fact that a clue had been lying ignored, literally in front of her nose, was eating her up inside. She clicked the button again.

"Emma," her father laid his hand over hers and pulled her away from the computer. She looked up at the crestfallen group slumped around the sheriff's office. They'd stood and stared in a kind of stupor at the Neverland star for some indefinite amount of time before Regina had declared that all they were accomplishing was getting cold and they'd walked stiffly back to the station.

"We have to get him back," Emma told them already anticipating the argument and ready to shout them down. Everyone remained silent.

"Emma," her mother said softly, breathing out her name in a pain filled sigh that made Emma's temper flare. She was so fed up of hearing her name spoken like that. She studied each member of the group, who were all giving her a mix of uncomfortable avoidance and concerned support. They were just giving up? Without even having a conversation about it?

"He helped us save Henry. He brought me back to help everyone. He got me back my memories," she said, standing up and challenging them to fight her. Nobody moved. "We can't just abandon him to Pan," she said, almost begging now.

"OK Emma, we aren't disagreeing with you," Snow said gently. "It's just...what can we do? How are you going to get to Neverland? And what are you going to do when you get there?" The silence in the station was deafening.

"I have an idea about both those things," Gold announced. They all whirled around in surprise to see the pawnbroker leaning on his cane in the doorway, his slimy smile firmly in place.

"Why would you want to help Hook?" Emma asked suspiciously.

"I don't. But this rumour that Pan is back is disturbing. I'd like to know if there's any truth to it," The Dark One said simply. Emma couldn't see any lies in his demeanour, he didn't even seem to hiding anything, but she knew better than to accept gifts from him without checking all the angles.

"We aren't making any deals with you," she said.

"The pirate not worth it Miss Swan?" Gold asked, his eyes flashing as he stepped fully into the room. "No matter, it's not actually me you'll be making the deal with."

...

"Nyaow!" Mr Toad, of Mister Toad's Previously Owned Vehicle Emporium, yelled as he ran alongside the seaplane he was currently showing them. "She is an actual beauty, flown by a courier until he had a child recently so you know she works and is reliable." His smile took up over half his face and he enthusiastically mimicked the plane in flight. Emma stood back not entirely sure the overweight salesman wasn't insane, while Gold just scowled in contempt.

"What you mean is that it's flown _a lot_ of miles," the pawnbroker stated flatly. Mr Toad deflated but bounced back as he popped open the door and gestured inside.

"All the original features, gorgeous retro styling," he beamed at them.

"So this thing is from the seventies and hasn't been upgraded or repaired since," Gold clarified. Mr Toad looked heartbroken.

"Do you want to buy it or not?" he asked, a full on pout on his face.

"It's the only plane you have and we need a plane. So, yes we'll take it," Emma said. Toad's huge smile broke open again and he shook Emma and Gold's hands vigorously.

"Capital, capital, we won't need to do a credit check will we?" He said winking at Gold. "Let's get that paperwork sorted and get you your seaplane."

"I trusted you to be better at haggling Miss Swan," Gold complained as they followed the excited man back to his office.

…..

"If Neverland was so easy to get to wouldn't people have gone there more often?" David asked as he loaded some supplies into the seaplane.

"There was a time when they did," Gold replied from where he was inspecting the cockpit.

"I never heard-"

"Big on inter-realm history were they at shepherd school?" The Dark One interrupted sarcastically.

"I didn't go to school," David replied, instantly regretting the words before they'd even left his mouth. Rumpelstiltskin smirked at him but explained anyway.

"If Pan is not controlling it anymore, the star is more than a light, it acts something like a porta. If you know which star in all the heavens to aim for, finding Neverland is simple. However, flying machines or flying magic for that matter aren't exactly widely available outside this realm and as enthusiastic as Mr Toad is about this craft, it's going to take my magic to get us all the way there. So, when I say it's easy to get to, I actually mean easy for me."

"For us," Emma corrected as she climbed on board.

"Quite," Gold conceded.

"Yep," Henry also agreed leaning in through the door. Emma got as far as opening her mouth to give him a categorical _no_ when he was jerked back by his coat and floated back to the dock with surprising gentleness.

"Where do you think you're going?" Regina asked, her arms crossed. Emma and David hopped the gap between the plane and the dock and Regina gave them an unimpressed glare Emma was quick to correct with a vigorous head shake.

"I'm going too," Henry declared to everyone.

"After the last stunt you pulled? No fear," Regina replied. "Anyway if there's a chance Pan is back we are certainly not going to deliver you to Neverland. We might as well gift wrap your heart for him."

Henry wanted to argue more but Emma stepped in to stand shoulder to shoulder with Regina, her face just as immovable. Henry gave them annoyed glare but any counter point he had died on his tongue. Emma resisted the impulse to share a smile with the former queen and maintained her stone face. The mothers united front was unbreakable.

"I'm not sure about you going," Snow said to David as she twisted her fingers into his coat. He gave her a practiced reassuring smile, having been waiting for her to say something since they reached the dock and saw the state of the plane.

"I'm not letting Emma go with Gold on her own and we don't know how long we'll be so we can't just leave Neal," he reasoned, repeating the conversation they'd already had about this.

"I know, I know I just...You had better have learned your lesson from last time. I'll never forgive you if we have to move to Neverland and live in a tree house," Snow replied.

Snow White had taught herself to always look forward in life and so she'd put Neverland and what had happened to David there, firmly behind her. Now the unthinkable had happened and Neverland loomed over her and her family again bringing back her despair as if it'd never gone away.

"Says the woman who lived in a tree stump," her husband laughed before his face softened and he rested his forehead against hers. "I'll be careful and Emma and I are coming home," he promised. She gave him her best smile, the one she used when the odds were against them but she was sure it didn't matter. They would win.

"Time is wasting," Gold called from the plane as Snow gave David a last lingering kiss. Emma gave her mother and Henry a quick hug, only hovering slightly awkwardly next to Regina before they gave each other a nod. David and Emma clambered back into the plane, strapping themselves into wobbly seats that felt like something from a carnival fairground ride as Gold flicked the controls and swirled his magic around the dials and flashing lights. Of course Gold knows how to magically fly a plane, Emma thought. Why wouldn't he know that? Maybe he had some kind of magic knowledge download, like in the Matrix.

The propellers started spinning, the whole cabin vibrating in time with the disturbing crunching noise they made. David tried his best to keep his face impassive and maintain a cool facade but the shaking was making it look more like he was about to throw up, which was actually pretty appropriate when he felt his stomach get left behind as the plane lurched into the air. Emma nearly gave in to the sensation and closed her eyes, expecting to feel the wind roaring past her any minute as they plummeted to their deaths. Ten long minutes later she shared a relieved look with her father and leaned forward to check Gold. He was relaxed in the captain's chair and looked thoroughly nonplussed by their ordeal, Emma decided to take that as a good sign.

"So, what is the plan when we get there? You still haven't said," Emma asked the pawnbroker.

"That depends on what we find when we arrive," he replied, not looking away from star shining at the centre of the windshield.

"You think we're just going to go along with that?" Emma demanded.

"I don't think you have a choice if you want to fetch your pirate Dearie," came the smirking reply. Emma moved to take off her seat belt and show Gold exactly where he could shove that smirk, but David rested a heavy hand on her arm and kept her in her seat. She tried to stay outraged but he gave a little head shake, his_ don't waste your energy and give that imp the satisfaction _explicit without him having to say a word.

She grumbled to herself and slouched into the thin padding of the seat listening to David's puffs of breath as he blew off his adrenaline from takeoff, turning to watch the ocean far below them through the side window. Following his lead, Emma sucked in a breath and tried to relax, but she felt like a coiled spring straining to release. Whatever strangeness was ahead, whatever tricks Gold would certainly try to pull, she had to be ready.

….

Henry, Regina and Snow stood on the docks in the darkening evening watching the plane glide surprising gracefully into the sky. Two evenings in a row Henry had found himself watching people he cared about disappear into the Neverland star's light. A strange sensation was bubbling under his skin, he should be anxious, worried for his family and Hook, but as he gazed at the twinkling light all he felt was anticipation.

"Look at that! It took off after all," Mr Toad announced sounding amazed. As he packed his fuel dispenser and tanks back into his van, he looked over at Henry and gave him a curious head tilt. "So young man," he said as he sidled over. "You seem sad they didn't take you along, may I ask how old you are? No don't tell me, you're old enough to learn to drive. Well I have a number of automobiles which'd be perfect for an adventurous young man like yourself. Ah the open road. Poop, poop, vroom!" His huge smile was in full force as he patted Henry solidly on the back. "I do a deal for learner drivers."

"Well I have actually had a couple of lessons," Henry started to say, but Regina's magic clouded over him and Snow and with a soft poof Mr Toad was left all alone on the docks.

…..

After a couple of hours of constant droning engines and endless featureless sea, Emma was far too bored to maintain any sort of effective focus. She really should have brought some reading material or her tablet. She'd got too caught up in her anxiety to catch up to Hook, expecting them to ride to Neverland as quickly as they had the last time. Sadly the seaplane was in no way the fastest vessel of any kind, even with Gold's magical enhancements.

Her eyes caught a flicker through the cockpit's windscreen. She blinked, confusion reigning as she found herself bathed in tropical sunshine rather than the dark of night.

"Ladies and Gentlemen if you'd look out your left hand window you'll see we have arrived" Gold announced. "Neverland, though not as we last saw it."

"Huh," David remarked. "It actually looks really...idyllic."

Emma leaned across his lap and got her first look at new Neverland. Blue sparkling water, white sandy beaches, lush green jungle, wow. Was this the Neverland Hook had first arrived at? The plane's engine made a funny grinding noise and she was thrown roughly back into her seat.

"What the hell Gold?" she shouted.

"That slimy Toad short changed us on the fuel," Gold snarled a he wove more magic into the control panel. "When we get back I'm turning him into a house plant."

"Can you keep us in the air?" David shouted over.

"Not indefinitely," Gold replied through clenched teeth.

Emma looked back out the window trying to find the best place to land. Was it still called a landing on water? The plane shook and pitched to the side throwing her into David, who clung onto her. The horizon tilted in the small window. The ocean and then the sky filled the frame as Gold fought to get the plane level. A dark shape danced across the glass and Emma pulled herself completely across David, pressing her face to the window to try and keep it in view.

"There, Gold! To the left on the water. Do you see it?" she yelled.

"Yes, I see it," the Dark One replied, sounding altogether too calm considering the circumstances. He flicked his hands and the plane descended in a staggered glide until it jarringly splashed down and coasted, the engine dying with a final splutter leaving them bobbing gently on the Neversea.

Emma prised David's arms from around her waist and finally unbuckled her belt. She joined Gold in the cockpit, David close behind, as the three of them stared up at the looming shape of the Jolly Roger floating calmly towards them on the waves.

...

**Author's note: **Thank you for reading and thank you so much for all the follows, reviews and favourites. Your support really means so much. I am glad people are enjoying my ideas, did everyone like Mr Toad? (If they have anyone else selling second hand cars in the show I'll be heartbroken) Please drop me a review and let know.


End file.
